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Author's Notes: 

Hello folks! Been some time. :) Anyway, here's something that | found sitting on the shelf. | wrote this about 
two years ago.. | think? In any case, | figured it should be here, amongst its brothers and sisters. | haven't 
proofread it, except for a quick glance, and | don't intend to. It is the way | meant it to be back in 2012. | hope 
you enjoy it either way. Oh, right! The motive for the story is a quote from Joe, where he said some unusual 
things, but-- let's leave that for "Any questions" section. :) The lyrics at the beginning of the story are from 
a Hanoi Rocks song called "Million Miles Away". And yes, | am an evil bitch, which you will realize when you 


finish reading. Bye! :) 


| smoked a lot of sky, 
| drank a lot of rain 
Anything to ease my pain 
But now your touch is all it would take 
And that's a shame 


Cos | can never come home again 


Los Angeles, CA 
December Bth, 1984. 


"Whose idea was it to crash in LA, anyway?" Joe asked as he dragged his suitcase down the hotel corridor, 


scowling at his friend. 
"Yours, | believe." Phil retorted with glee, eyes gluing to each door before he spotted the right number. "Here." 
"| don't recall suggesting anything like it" 


"Naff off, Joe, its my birthday, not yours." The guitarist replied, patting his pockets in search of a key before 
turning to the grinning singer. 


"Well happy birthday, sweet'eart," Joe replied, keeping the key just out of Phil's grasp. 
"Hand it over, tosser; dont make me come ant get it" 

Joe laughed outright at this. 

"How are yer gonna do it? Get a ladder and climb up on my shoulders?" 


Phil pursed his lips in complete lack of amusement, waiting for the chuckles to subside. Joe pushed past him 


and unlocked the door, opening it wide and stepping inside. 


"Is this enough space for your royal highness?" He spread out his arms and grinned, waiting for Phil to enter. 


He drove both suitcases in. 
"Starting to regret comin here in the first place." 


"Relax, Collen. You'll be feelin’ better as soon as we hit the LA market" The smirk was obvious in his the way 
he talked and Phil inhaled deeply, rolling his luggage to one of the twin beds before glancing around. 


"Yeah.. You're probably right" He grinned eventually and strolled over to the miniature bar in one corner of 


the room. He crouched and yanked out different types of liqueur. 


"Shit." Joe gazed through the window above the beds. "What are the odds of coming to bloody Los Angeles and 


finding it's sylin down?" 

"Well, this-ah blimey! We got no ice." Phil stood up and opened his arms, hands full of bottle necks. 
Joe turned around. 

"The adjoining room must ‘ave some. I'll get it" 


"Great. And don't obsess over rain so much, it is winter after all" Phil explained, placing the bottles on top of 
the wooden bar. 


"Yeah, whatever." Joe waved a hand through the air, walking toward the double doors. "You'd better get down 
to the lobby, becouse by the looks of it, you ain't gonna find any birds outside." 


"True" 


Joe stepped into the other room without even looking up. He stopped just as he was closing the doors behind 


him. 


"Oh-hi there." He said quickly, noticing a young blond man half-lying on the double bed. "Sorry, the clerk told us 


the room next door was empty. | was just about to get some ice." 

"Oh sure, by all means." The lad replied and straightened up in his position, adjusting the cushions behind his 
back. He had a very lean constitution and almost feminine features. The lower part of his leg seemed to be 
wrapped in a bandage of sorts. "It's not the first time they caused a misunderstanding," he added with a 


sympathetic smile. 


Joe returned the gesture and made his way to the bar. He pulled out an ice packet and closed the door as he 
stood up. 


"Thanks." He raised it and smiled again, walking over to the door. He was about to leave as quickly as he'd come 
in, but he allowed himself one last glance at the man, finding something oddly familiar about his face. Long 
blond hair framed sharp, symmetric features and Joe couldn't help but imagine them covered with make-up, 
for some reason. 

The man was studying him too. His big blue eyes narrowed slightly in curiosity. 

No eyeliner this time. 


"Hey, aren't you that lad from-" 


"You're Joe Elliott, right?" 


They exchanged gazes for a few seconds before chuckling in unison. 

"Michael, isn't it?" Joe asked eventually, and the blond man nodded with a smile. 

"You lot are good," Joe commented, receiving a somewhat humble grin in response. 

"Uh-care to join me? I've got booze." He looked as though embarrassed for not offering it earlier. 
Joe gave him a lopsided smile. 

"Not much of a bender type ‘ere." 

"Me neither," Michael reassured him. "But | gotta shut off the TV somehow." 


Joe's eyebrows rose with amusement and his smirk deepened. 
“Turning it off didn't occur to you?" 


Michael shook his head. "Don't judge me, man, the rest of my guys are off having a ball while I'm stuck here 
by myself" 


Joe sealed a palm to his neck and rubbed it slowly, the clear blue gaze following his movements. 
"l, er-lts my mate's birthday.. | should probably, y'know, not desert ‘im." 


"Oh. Sure." Michael nodded in understanding, a small frown attempting to wipe his face of any interesting 


expression. 
For some reason, Joe caught himself considering the invitation 


"Ah, what th’ ‘ell" He opened the door to his room and dropped the ice packet somewhere inside. Shutting it 
behind him, he strolled over to the bed. 


Michael grinned and scooted over to his left to create space for his guest. 
Joe sat down and bent one leg sideways, leaning forward on his elbows. He glanced at the television 


"So what are yer watchin'?" 


Michael twisted his body to the side and opened the small cabinet by the bed, pulling out a bottle of dark 


alcohol. He raised it up for Joe to see. 


"That's what this is for. So it doesn't matter." 


Joe grinned and accepted the bottle, taking the corkscrew from the blond's hands and driving it deep into the 
stuffed throat of the glass. 


"Wait-" He stopped twisting his hand and glanced over at Michael. "Your leg's all fucked up. Are you sure this 
is the right choice?" 


“Sure.” Michael raised his calf slightly and studied his ankle with little interest. "Who gives a shit. Just uncork 
it 


Joe nodded and mentally shrugged off the topic. 
"No, you've got it, you're the guest," Michael pointed out when Joe offered him the bottle. 
"Honorary first swig?" He grinned. 


"You could say so." 


"Alright," Joe eyed the mouth of the bottle. "Dedications aren't actually my thing so." He trailed off and took a 
sip. 


"Whoa. Nice one." Michael nodded when Joe released the bottle, handing it over with a sour face. 
"What is this shit?" 

A crease appeared on Michael's brow. "You don't like it?" 

Joe rubbed his chest for a second. His voice was barely audible when he spoke. 


"I believe one of my lungs just fell off" He worked through the grimace, finally noticing his companion was 


laughing. 


Michael grabbed the drink and took a swig himself, swallowing and shaking his head like a cat that just came 
out of a pond. 


"Eugh-l see what you mean" He buried his nose into his upper arm until the burning ceased. He moved the 


bottle away to read the label. "Well, look at the bright side." 
"We'll get wasted in 30 minutes?" 
"Exactly." Michael chuckled. 


Joe scooted backwards, leaning onto the headboard. He observed the other man for a moment or two. 


"So what are you doing ‘ere all alone?" He asked eventually. "You said your lads were ‘aving it off somewhere." 
Michael raised his leg as far as he could. 

"| wanted to. But | couldn't even perform." He rubbed the side of his nose with an inhale. "So we took a break. 
And now they're with Motley Crue." He sighed and smirked. "But hey, I'm with Def Leppard. Or at least one 
fifth of it” 

Joe grinned and took the bottle from him. "Here's to that." 

The blue gaze followed the path of his Adam's apple. "Wanna lose another lung?" 


Joe licked his lips and handed the bottle away. 


‘| never said | didn't like it" He wiped his mouth with the back of his palm. "Reminds me of that Japanese acid. 
Real burner." He licked his lips and glanced at Michael. "Thanks." 


"For what?" 

"Sharing your poison with me." 

Michael smiled. 

"If l'm going down, l'm not doing it alone." 

Joe chuckled. 

"So why Michael Monroe?" He asked. "I know it ain't Finland's average." 


"Nope." Michael smirked. "It's.. mostly circumstances, | guess." He nodded to himself. "Yeah. And the other part | 
got thanks to Marilyn 


Joe's head snapped around. A grin slowly appeared on his face. 
"Really." 

"Uh-huh." 

‘| like Marilyn" 

Michael took a swig from the bottle and wiggled his eyebrows. 


"What's not to like?" 


Joe's eyes dissolved into slits. He eventually picked up the drink from the other man and tipped it, licking his 
lips afterwards. 


"You're not bad, you lot" 
Michael observed his profile with a small smile. 


"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." Joe looked at him, soaking in the blue in his eyes and the twinkle reflecting from his irises. He took a 
somewhat deep breath and returned his gaze to the bed in front of him. 


"Your guitar player's good. Drummer's killer. But you're brilliant." He glanced at Michael briefly again and inhaled 
through his nose, gaze resting on the television set absentmindedly. 


"You can often feel that ‘TOs' glam in the back of your recordings." 


Michael listened, not sure when and if to stop him. Either way, he felt flattered and only a bit unnerved 


knowing Joe Elliott listened to his records. 

"You can, huh?" 

Joe's head snapped around. "Yeah." 

Michael pulled on a loose thread on the knee of his pants, firmly gripping the bottle's neck with the other one. 
"Thanks." He replied eventually. "I like that scene.. it was great. It's just not the same today" He pulled the 
thread out and tossed it to the side. "We won't hear another Mott the Hoople in the future. Not even Bowie 
sounds the same." He pursed his lips. "There's just no vibe to" 

"You like Mott?" 

Michael blinked, thrown off the thought wagon, and nodded. "You bet | do. Why?" 


Joe grinned. Widely. Head swinging up and down in a childlike manner. 


Michael mirrored his expression before relieving his dry mouth with the booze. Narrowing his eyes at Joe, he 


fought to stifle a chuckle. 
"You have a teeny-tiny little crush on me right now, don't ya?" 


"I just might have," Joe answered half-jokingly, green eyes focused on Michael's face, as if trying to see more 


of him. 

The other man eventually averted his gaze and glanced down at his lap, full lips crooking a bit to the side. 
Joe scooted backwards, leaning his entire back against the headboard just like his companion. 

"Would that be so wrong?" He asked before he could stop himself. His heartbeat rang through his own ears. 


Michael raised his head and confronted a slightly guilty, but mostly genuinely interested expression of the 
other singer's face. He took a deep breath through his nose, not breaking eye-contact. 


"Guess not." 


There wasn't much either of them could say at that point - at least nothing too smart - to break the 


awkward silence, so when Joe spoke, it wasn't that big of a surprise. 

"In that case," He licked his lips. "Would expressing that affection be wrong?" 

Michael visibly swallowed the gathered saliva and his pupils expanded. He bit his upper lip unconsciously and 
Joe's gaze finally unglued from his eyes and focused on his mouth. It snapped back up soon enough but it was 
enough for Michael. 

"You know it's the booze, right?" 

Joe scooted forward, body turning toward the other bed occupant. Highlighted fringe fell into his eyes. 


"Maybe." 


His face was close enough now and Michael could feel the warmer cloud of air between their faces. It tickled 


him just up to that point where he had to either move away or get even closer. 


There was no choice, really. 


Headache made itself known as soon as he separated his sticky eyelids from one another. Squinting at the world 
he awoke in, Joe realized he was on his stomach, face deep in a pillow of sorts. Fighting the urge to slump back 


into the warm sheets, he slowly rolled onto his back and let out a tired exhale. 


Rubbing the pulsating vein on his temple, he closed his eyes and the images slowly seeped into his 
consciousness. His arm flew out and felt the other side of the double bed, followed by his gaze. 


Michael. 


Every little bit of the previous night came flying back to him, starting from the first sip of that awful drink. 
God was it awful. Different kinds of thoughts and memories slowly consumed Joe's mind and he could almost 


perfectly define the heavy ball of something ill at the bottom of his guts. 
His gaze returned to the ceiling, heart trying to glue itself to it, jumping higher and higher with each beat. 
He had about a thousand questions for himself. First of which included Michael's current whereabouts. 


Swallowing a lump in his throat, Joe straightened up in bed and swiftly escaped from its grasp, ignoring the 
inevitable swaying of his body as the blood rushed to his head. He almost ran out of the room without a single 
clothing item on, but the cool breeze stroking his skin changed the one-track mind, so he grabbed his trousers 
and shirt and pulled them on clumsily. 


Sending a quick glance throughout the room lacking any piece of clothing or luggage, he concluded Michael 


must've checked out. Or at least moved to a room without neighbors eager to fuck. 


He grunted and ran a hand through his hair. Just as he was about to grab the doorknob to his room, it 
occurred to him that Phil might've wandered in during the night, but he shut that thought off rather quickly. 


Joe walked back to the main door and glanced up and down the empty corridor, then turned left and headed 


into his own room. 
Phil wasn't inside. 


Joe inhaled slowly and sat on the perfectly made bed, trying to align the events of the previous night in his 
head. The pondering included quite a lot of what, how and most importantly, why. 


Fortunately or not, Phil busted into the room a couple of moments later, carrying a bag of what seemed to be 
groceries in one hand and holding a folded piece of newspaper in the other one. He pushed the door with his 
elbow and shut it with a foot. His expression was mostly inscrutable. 


"Oh, hey Joe." Phil put the bag down and dropped the paper onto his bed, right next to the singer. "Where were 
you last night? | couldn't find you in the lobby." 


"l, er-l found some... birds and hung out with them." He pulled on an apologetic face. "Sorry, mate." He cleared 
his throat and watched Phil walk over to the loo, disappearing inside. "So what did you buy?" His eyes scanned 
the contents of the brown bag lying on the floor. 


‘Nothing much, just some spice and stuff.. Aye, did you hear about that accident yet?" He called out through the 


open door. 


"What accident?" Joe asked half-heartedly, pleased that the conversation has moved from his whereabouts. 


‘Did l-do you see any newspaper in the room?" He sounded like he was struggling with something in the loo. ‘/ 


think | brought them back with me." 


"Er, yeah. What of it?" Joe picked up the paper and swept the drops of morning rain from the front page, 
unfolding it to its full length and getting assaulted by the scent of fresh bagels. His stomach rolled in demand. 


‘ts all over the bloody town as far as | got if. Apparently Vince Neil from Motley Crue had a car-crash last 
night." Phil stopped talking, and a rustle could be heard from the loo. 


Joe's ears picked up an information from that sentence that he knew was somehow significant to him, but his 


waking brain couldn't pinpoint it. 
"Really? What happened?" 


Phil came into the room, wiping his palms against his trousers. "He was partying with that Finnish band and 
things got a bit out of control, | guess-apparently one of the blokes from that band wound up dead." His 
eyebrows rose up briefly as he ended the sentence. 


"What?" Joe's brow furrowed and his gaze sharpened, shifting the pages until Phil pointed to the last one. He 
followed the articles with his index finger, heart starting to thrum in his chest as he reached a big headline 


above an article. 
DRUMMER DIES IN A CAR-CRASH 
There was a small photograph of a wrung out vehicle and a photo of a long-haired man. 


Joe scammed the endless lines of text, registering only certain information as he read. 


„Motley Crue singer Vincent Wharton, aka Vince Neil (23).. 

Hanoi Rocks drummer Nicholas Dingley (24), nicknamed ‘Razzle. 

„level of JT caused Neil fo lose control of the vehicle, making his Ford Pantera collide with the Volkswagen at 65 
miles per hour. The latest information suggest that the driver of the Volkswagen, I8-year old L. H, was rushed to 
the hospital along with the other passenger, a 20-year old D. L. S, who suffered multiple bone fractures and whose 
condition is yet to be determined Wharton, who emerged.. 

unlike him, his passenger suffered severe head injuries and was immediately... 


„eventually pronounced Dingley dead at 112pm local time. 


Joe's skin paled. In a slight wave of sickness, he inhaled shallowly. 


"Joe, you alright, mate?" 

"Yeah." He almost spit out through a whisper, heat radiating off his face. 

Phil walked over to the window and pulled the curtains aside, squinting at the bright gray sky. "Can you 
imagine? That's so bloody weird.." He glanced at Joe briefly before he continued studying the weather. He 
closed the curtains once again and walked over to the door to pick up his bag. "One day, your bandmate's here, 


and the next moment, boom - he's gone." He sighed slowly and carried the contents to the bed. 


"Yeah. Can't imagine." Joe mumbled. His elbows rested on his knees as he stared at the newspaper in his hand. 


He took a fresh breath and covered his mouth with a hand. 


Phil shook his head, pulling out a jar of something and dropping it next to him absentmindedly. "If something 
happened to Rick." He glanced at Joe and raised his palms. "Thank God we're all still in one piece." 


Joe glanced up at his bandmate and blinked. 
"Yeah. Thank God." 


The rain started splattering the window. 


